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many-storied palace, with plays acted before him, with lovely maidens
and valiant men around him, with his beloved consort laughing
beside him, with scents and perfumes and flowers all floating in the
rooms, with dainty food and delicious sweets. My brother, hasten,
hurry, and we will be as happy as that king.

MAN. The prettiest woman in the whole world, my flower that
brings victory, my woman the equal of whom I shall never find in
this life. . . . You are so beautiful, you are so priceless that my
heart is heavy lest you should only be laughing at me. After going
all the way to get the silver, suppose you laugh at me, and refuse
to marry me? Please promise me now that you will marry me as soon
as I have fetched my treasure, and I will at once hurry.

WOMAN. O, Master Water-seller, who thinks of all sorts of
arguments, which none the less are sweet to the ear! I promise that,
I promise that. If you are not satisfied I will take any oath you want
me to.

MAN. Aha, my fellowr, today is your lucky day. The king of the
gods favours you now and you are going to have the best of wives.
I will now go and bring the silver which I have always loved,
which I have never spent though often I was nearly starved. I hid it
in a crack in the wall on the other side of the city, and I will now use
it to get the lovely jewel, my future wife. Though it is noon, though
the distance is great, though the streets are as hot as roaring fires,
though I am already fatigued and my heart and chest are all worn out,
I shall run and run. Love, await me inside the gate. I shall hurry,
hurry. My lord of the harp, my lord of music, help me on my way.

[Exit running, followed by the WOMAN.]

SCENE 4

THE THRONE-ROOM

Enter KING and ministers.   They converse.

KING. As I look from this tower, I see a man in the street,
in front of the courtyard. He seems to be in a hurry, but very
happy* Under the red-hot noon-sun, treading on the fire-hot pave-
ment, he is waving his arms about, and laughing and dancing; all
the time, he is running. Rather an unusual sight . . . Look, my
ministers, look, look, lookl He is there, still running, skipping along,
smiling with pleasure, oblivious of the sweat dripping from all over
his body, unconscious of the heat that burns his feet. Look at him,